"ARE onc of those hopelessly
 yiasbound persons  who  con-
" tinwe. more through self-comn-
than virtue, to have » lingering
ee in favor of a special and innoce
“ of speech for mixed company.
A we will, we can never be our

e fali-fiavored sell on the rare occa:

ahen we meel strange females so-

A to regard this as & defect
mw an obscure Paritan in-
S hee  Since reading “Rita Coven.
,, Julian Street, we have almost re.
vived our old beljef that there is virtoe in
jwch a0 affliction. Mr. Street has con-
% Sl W all over sgain tlfal onei:: be
} me Lime 1

‘eboquent and ot the same time reticent.

Hb--* story of the uncon-
affairs of & vainglorious
or: firal with a pink and yellow
woman, and, second, with a sul-
jonate and temperamental opera
It i= possible that the genial
who prefer their literary meat
and aromatic may find “Rita Cov-
innocaous.  To us it is an extruor-

o |

-y

* dmarily pleasant and able work, which is

_ pol marred, but rather improved, by the
 fact that M. Street leaps mﬁlli, over

where some authors woiild lie
“down and wallow

I is refreshing to find a .Wl'iIOI naw

o then who can depicl love affaire un-

~ destined for the Murrisge Liconse Bureau

—

More _(_Zhapt

By Isabel Paterson
Prran
of

NARUOT ASQUITH  Ar Auiabisgraphy

T HESE sccond

wnd third velumaes

prefaced by o pleasingly eandid motto,

of whieh the last word seems ta have been
wingpeiled. “Les chienr abeyent, la caravane
passe” 11 s, rathier, bui let it pars  There

¢ also a statement by the anthor that she
war undeterred Ly crilieal disapprobation ol
ber earlicr efforte, because it was directed
mmore spuinst myself than my art.” Mumery
“falls either te verify or contradiet, for the
sagings of critics and peliticians are writ in
waler. But if i were so, the point has heen

mlssed 5! wround. [t was her singular art.
Jetsness that gave offense where none need
Meve boen taken unlesy through the same
"nln-

Much pheeious indignation i» ulse being

wasier over the presept exhibit | has= bren
sricusly taken to tosk sax misrepresenting
kstory How it de %01 All of Mrs
Aigaith's revelsticns entlirely personsl
s beroell, and if she is & part of history— ns
wre in opr obscure way - she rannot

can

are

e s
very wrll misrepresent it The truth about
Yersslf chrirks from every page Her

chigfept walent i spontanetty. She ¢ not o

peeese nor 5 deceiver, hut really a waoman
without gui She has only two remark-
sble nualities, «nd those twe positively In-
bibit woy deceplivn: she has never grown up
wnd ske has o wonderful gift of gab,
Huwever, ‘s reviewer should be pardoned
for errors of attack upen her productionss A
review shuud be in some sert confecutive
and analyiie ‘It should take u line. To
do 50 after roading Mrs. Astuith is extremely
dificult Do s baffled and exbaustod trying
1o lellow the fles-like Wops of her mind and
memots he hat ne sonse of form or order
in writing, not even s chroneiegieal senas,

snd 400 pages of chaox is demoralizing, to
Cabinet meetings and nursery

sey the leant
new hats and new governments joslle

teus

eaeh othey on wech familisr terms that one
feels like Alieé at the Mad Hatter's tea
perty. Hut certainly It ls no use asking for

wine when there isn't any, One can only fall
huek upon the hay sandwicker.

they nre edibie
1

her first ofering.
whatever private life ghe has bad, Thin sec-

. - -
une e enly discuse Mrs, As-

It seems’ necessary to apelogize

YHAT. |
nuith

‘ar doing so, mere than in the case. of
That fraokly dealt with

Assuredly,
there s bething like them, whether or not

Margot's Memuirs, which could easily '
have bren comprezsed inta one, are |

without ‘;itier mrri.u up.: :-11‘-;:;1 or
walking circuitously past cartuin topies
tlth_ & finger on his lips and his oyes
rolled up piously, -

i .

Probably, as we have suid before, «hreds

. of Puvitanizm =till eling to us, For that

reanon we have never been able 1o ent

into whole-hearted sympathy with m': :;
the modern exponents of erotic realism.
We can respect the earnestness of some
of (hem, but we think even these are suf-
fering from delusion. They have appar-
ﬂntly elassed eortain prohibitiuns estab-
lished by taste as companion acts of sup-
pression to the Stamp act and the Fugi-
tive Slave law. In their enthusiasm for a

Areedom of expressi-n which they serm

to think is menaced they proeceed to kick
these prohibitions to pieces under the mis
apprehension thut thdy are Joing the
world a service thereby. 5

There ix a conspiracy, they are certain,
to keep men from saying what they want
10 say. So they say mere than they need
1o say, so thal their defiance of this eon-
spiracy may sound valiani snd vehement.

Though we deplore their nctions as un-
necesanry and painfal we can sympathize
with their mental attitude Nothing fills
the human soul with a stronger desire to
duo something than to be told that he
mustn't. We can lock back through the
generations to the day when a misguided
relative lectured to us, entirely needlessly,
on the iniquity of, swearing  We were
impressed.  More than that, we were in-
spired with a dark lenging to perpeirate

surveyor's copyist said- & period of Immense
historic interest, during which she was in
contnct with very many of the “grest figures”
then in the spotlight.
behind the scemen. And still the record con
cérns only Margot -

Se that is one thing about her. She is &

| born leading indy and is bound to have the
| purt or bust up the show. No one elwe sghull

hold the eenter of the stage even for their
last momenis.  When Camphell-Bannerman
was in the article of death, Mis Asquith,
sitting in her carriage outside of No 10
Downing Street, which C, B still occupied
¢ Prime Minlster, guzed upor thal historie
house and “wondered how long we should
llve In 1"  Asquith, of course was alated
&2 O, B’y successor

Polities afforded her » background, and
she evidently regarded them as precisely
that  Her husband was Premier of the grest-

Forth

By Frederic

e

rter

(F.F.V.)

bluxphemy. Though our verbal equipmen
war limited, wo did our W 4x soon as
the lecturer had Jeft ue to consider his
wWArnings in our heart  Then, in the
silence of our room, we said:

“Our Father, who art in Foaven—hell,
Eoll, 1 ll=hallowed by Thy name—hell,
hell, hell,” and contipued the sacrilegious
though monotonous litany all the way
through to the end. Then we felt better
and immensely daring,

L] L] L]

Some sueh spirit of human independence
wnimates Mr. Ben Heeht and his mora
caltured assosintes, It has its admirable
qualities, kot {1 ix disagreeable, and, it
seems to us, annecesxary. ‘We don't pre
tend to contest for n moment their lio nse
te wride anything thex please. We are
us violently antinathet'c to the Vice Soci-
«ty and other forms of censorship as they
poesibly can be  But we don't beliove
that books written salely to defy certain
vorvent and wholesome reticences are
pood art.  Their authors always seem to
behave in the raucous and vainglorious
munner of small boys shooting craps on
the corner in defiance of the egp.  Most of
them aren  crusaders; they're rather
feolish iconoclasts, There ir an air of
#if-conscionsneas about them that is miss-
ing from the work of earlier and mu-h
wiore explicit writers whore voluimes are
offered now in limited editipiis and sent to
you on five days’ approval by express.

-

- The modern Freudian realists’ erusuding

She suw them, too, |

ext commercis) nation of the era, perhaps of |

any ern, and she took the derpest interest in

N’:i‘wﬂ us #s being us «fley and futile as
ir the man who, hidden to a dance, ap

ers in P'iargot A'sq'\rl_i-th’s Career

hir work Hew deep muy be gleannd from
thir smazing remark:

“} never under:tood angthing sbout finanee,
but wathered fram the discassions which took
place over the budge! that it war sn ingeni
ous compliested, perfectly sound measure,
with & touch «f “art pouveaw.'”™ And if it
hadn't the touch ariginally, she rertainly sup-
plied it right then and there

Asquith, by the way, she reprecenis as en
tirely respanmible for the budeet in auestion
and the benefits which secraed from it whal
ever they were, One recalls dimly that at the
time it was Lloyd George who came ip
wos of the sbose thut preluded it

ur

However, 11 may be understead frem the
above that she is and was a devoted wife
Bhe.is alee a fond mother, a boliever in the
up-to-date school of moral sunsion in dealing
with ehi'dren. Her recital of the results of
that method ir eminently ealeuluted to con
ver! the wavering fnte « utrigh® supporters of
of spauking After writiug out

the sehoo!

Lubboch as Novelist

By A. Donald Douglas
EARLIIAM, Ry Percy Lubbogh, &
N “Enrfham” Mr, Lubbotk has descrtnd

the crafy of fiction for the eultivated
pestasy of recellection.  From the mid-

dle distance of a ripe maturity he sighs
fundly buck upon those first years at Earl-
ham swathed within u beguiling luminance of
memory. The childhood days that are no
more he does not find sad and strange and
wild with all regret of young apples too
trustingly engulfed. His childhoed days
were colored with the wisdom of temperate
grandparents, uvuncular jollity and haliowed
by the shining sanctuary of Earlbam n
whose echoing halls and over whese smouth

riktver a

| lawns the children would wander in & sweet

unrest. Marlham was much more than @

building with reoms and servamts und set
ubout by velvet meadowland. It was a glory

| and a dream wherein each moment was

ene lot purveys by.leaps and bounds, ax the |

savored like a rare and splendid chalice,
Thiese memories Mr. Lubbock has embodied
fn a style exquisitaly situned o the golden
Jathos of its distance,

vEarlham” is Mr. Kenneth Grahame dis-
guised as Heary James and pretending to be |

Walter Puter mistaken for Arthur Chris-
topher Benson. It is a fine-drawn und long-
extended tonepoem of childhood it it mest
fleshless moments of first fine enreful rap-

that
sl on

n a ecped in
“tond” which Henry
tolebrating in two-velume novele,
panel {n the wosdwork or fower In the gurden
but draws its {uil mesture of wriiculate ap-
preciation, and shimmers the
glow of sensibility,
mood of childhood which
fustidiounly rerescnted in

Should » mere mood be oluborated wi sach
unconscionable lengthi Pater's Child in
the House” or MY, Grahame's “Dream Duys™
{especially that delicious siory entitled “The
Pinding of the Princess™) are beyond the de-
grading clotch of realistic conzure just be-
cause they are moods and no more, present-
ments and inastances of childhood, Now, sup=

lure PTG e m

iv
Jumes wis o

Not a

everywhere

Grahame a0
The Ca'den Age.”

M.

pose the story ealled “The Biue Room™ eh- |

Iarged to sbout fifteen times the Jengih given
it by Mr. Grahame and you have “Earlbam.”
Remembering that Mr. Grakeme hax so per-
fectly rendered the dream of childhoed in its
tichest evancscener, one weaties n litile of
Mr. Lubbock's werld of sensibility. For the
limpid precision of hin style, for sentences of
haunting and unfergeitable beauty, | have
only the most heartfelt praive. But where,

for ail their mannered and rhapsodie prose, |
inspered

the stories of Mr. Grahsme are
enough to compel reverence and delight, the
“Faribam™ of -Mr. Lubbock ders become a
strain wnd imprisenment _nf the contee sl

“Earlbum™ % simply the

= g

peErs in b fanne) shic snd konky trouse
s

We like the plensust dify, unpectacn;
| Inr style of “Rita Coventry.,” We like the

symputhy and kindliness of the charicier
drawing  We thin. hix hero is u sup and
the wonan out of all the world whom he
finally marries & completely harmonious
helpmeet for him.  Metter than any one
| in the book, we like the tene in which Mr.
Street has written it

Day by day in every way we become
| moce and more puzzled.  Each time we
read anything new abeut Atlantic City
we find it harder and harder to undef-
stand why any one goes there for relaxa-
tion .

L] . L]

Of course, it's ot impossible that the
folk who ge to Atlantic City eant under-
stand how apy one can be content to re-
main in New York and work, off snd on,
fur a newspaper.  But, then, in newspaper
work you dn meet w0 many interesting
people.

- ] .

Our respect for the Bard of Aven hag
inctensed eonsiderably—though we never
wrote a word depreciating his genius,
vither.-since we have diseoveres whal
Proadway is demanding to let us see
“Hamlet” and “The Merchant of Venice.”
With srchestrn chairs selling for what
they ave, our conversation en the classi- -
val drama this year will Zall under the
I Inad of Shakespeare and the opern
vinssen.

—

l many  pood  resolves  shout “self-enfolded
muthers” who if their chidren please them
| ure ablivious to the sufferings of others, she
| “aurereded in making baby so deveted to
me thal nt sight of a friend or sister she
would fling hereolf upon the Roor wnd swal-
low the mal” The infant also threw hats
| inta the fire, broke teavupn and otherwise
L opul mether’'s avioms in thelr proper place.
Lerd Morley sald some years Iater
that she was very lucky in her children. Neo
doubl the little dears might have hurned the
house down, but they reflrgined

n BS. ASQUITH is slso what used tv be

called a womanly woman, The earmark

of this is w rooted suspicion of her owy sex

' as such., Diming al Windser, she reporfs,
Queen Mary “chaffed me about the suffrag

eltes, who had heen pursuing us wilh Uue

feminine nnd monetonour malignity.” A ten-

eil.ment for twe ta share, a
great bond, ‘ar I8 were, such femininity. Tt
plares them wpon a basis of matua! cortfmpt

dey Tk 2n

al ophte
For profundity, however, (this obarrvation
slout wormen ip cgualed by ane of Me As-
nuith's, nest reperted, apon palities. “You
can wnly make changes in this. country can-
stitationully; wny other method leads to revs
olution™ Lends ta it?T Wherr does it stary

from?
| Hut ene could go on foreser (hiv way, an
| Mre. Asquith did. And Lord Grey ance gave
her somes exceollent advice, which is jusi as
rood sx pew, ot having beon used: “Geld
in in heaven and theu upun esrth; therelore

et thy words be few.”
But just one mare. Perpetual . youth is 8
beautifel idem, theoretieally. lIn practier ot
entailsn some disasdvantages, To be youny s
te be receptive, cager, ftfully genernos,
Auick to form mitachmenis, an ardenl cham-
pion even of hud causes. But it also invelvey
& tendency fo soap judgments, a total inea-
pacity for seeing more than ene aide of a
‘ question and a raw egetiesm only held in
check by salatary fils of shyness. Youth is
I'andera’s box wrapped ingilt pager and tied
with pink ribbons, chiefly intereating for its
possibiiit es. Tuke away those and let the
pwcknge appear shopworn, and it isn’t 50 in-
viting. It is not encugh to feel young and
sct young; alas! one must look yeung, and,
in shert, be younyp
| Those who boast of having kept & youthful
Vind = do they ever pause to contider pre-
cirely what they mesn by the phrase? If
not, they should read M 2. Asquith, and learn
the worst. They will 1 pderstand way Har-
rie put Peter Pan in iy Never-Never Land.
Jie belonged there



